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FIRST FRUITS. 



THE PASSING BELL. 

Written after boating down the Wye %vith a party of 
friends^ and hearing the hell toll at Dixton Church. 
Inscribed to Amy j5«******* in memory of a very 
happy day. 

I. 
The woods were darkly green ; 
We glided down between 

The flowery banks of that calm, glassy stream, 
Whose tide flowed onward into mist, 

As thoughts flow in a dream. 

B 



I THE PASSING BELL. 

II. 

How soft the evening glow ! 
The bumipg sun was low ; 

The moon looked down as one who cannot feel 
Regards a heart too full of love, 

Its passion to conceal. 

m. 
The day had been most fair — 

A merry crew we were — 

Laughter and song had cheered our happy way, 
When, hark ! a single knell we heard ; 

What did that lone bell say ? 

A little spire looked o'er 
That green and peaceful shore ; 

And from its belfry came the warning toll. 
Hushed were our voices as we thought 

Of the departed soul. 

V. 

O has it gone to rest 
Upon the Saviour's breast ? 

Or is it floating o'er us as we pass ? 
The air is still — the shadows fall 

Dark on the churchyard grass." 



THE PASSING BELL. 3 

VI. 

Thus ends a happy day. 

A spirit passed away, ^ 

Whilst we were wandering over wood and dell ; 
And, as we gaily hasten home. 

We hear its parting knell. 

VII. 

Is it not ever so ? 
Lightly we come and go. 

And lightly say ' goodmorrow ' and * farewell ;' 
Yet see the sunset in the west, 

And hear the Passing Bell ! 

vin. 
O, Mends ! our merry song 

May not be heard for long, 

Though when it will be hushed we cannot tell : 
May we be happy when is heard 

Our own last Passing Bell ! 

IX. 

There is a golden city. 

Whence Hope, and Fear, and Pity, 

Have fled to seek their banished sister Sorrow, 
And every day there is so bright, 

That none look for to-morrow. 

b2 



IH 



Ti.i y^~fii!i- lu:..: 



— wii iui nf IfiTT- 



J-turiicr nnc f.^n£ liat ci: 

^JitT- Le:^ .■ I. sicpt EnoT i 

T^iiu: £j£ I'liiC j/m! }ieI set 



T"hi.: irwfit SHE Tea.-afai ifiire* ; 



f 



r 



i 



i -' ^^', below, 
S T ^ _, blow 



J here: 

iQBt go, 
lear. 



^ is- UU^ ^ 
■SA'AY , overblow 



THE PASSING BELL. 



And ever blossoms there 
The tree of life so &ir. 

Which aatanm cannot rob or woodman tell, 
And we may wander hj that stream,* 

And hear no passing bell ! 



* Kev. mi. 1. 
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THE SACBinCE. 

in. 
Mjfiriend! the world has tumults of its own, 

And dreary is the weather here below ; 
But, high beside the sacrificial stone, 

Thou wilt not feel the bitterness of woe. 
Trust in thy God, and on the mountain stay, 

He wiU not let the world's cold breezes blow 
The ashes of the sacrifice away. 



THE CLEARING SHOWER. 

I. 
I STOOD bemoaning wind and rain 

Upon a wintry day, 
And dreaming o'er and o'er again 

Of pleasures passed away ; 
When, lo! a little voice behind 

Stole on the dreary hour, 
And whispered " Sister, never mind, 

'Tis but the Clearing Shower!" 

n. 
O weary souls, who mourn the length 

Of life's sad wintry day. 
In battling with the world, your strength 

Has well nigh passed away. 
But now look up ! the rain and wind 

Will only last an hour : 
Cheer up, faint heart, and never mind, 

'Tis but the Clearing Shower ! 



8 THE CLEARING SHOWER. 

III. 

The Christian fears no rocky shoal. 

Though bitter storms arise, 
He journeys, love within his soul, 

And heaven before his eyes. 
Through all the ills of life combined 

He fears no evil power. 
But calmly whispers, " Never mind, 

'Tis but the Clearing Shower !" 

IV. 

Whene'er I meet a troubled soul. 

Worn down with petty care. 
Or hovering where the waters roll 

Of wearisome despair ; 
Whene'er a drooping heart I find, 

Lord, give me then the power 
To whisper, " Sister, never mind, 

'Tis but the Clearing Shower !" 



" WATCHMAN ! WHAT OF THE NIGHT ? 



ft 



I. 

The silver lances of the moonbeams strike 

The earth when mourning for her lord departed ; 
The frost is falling on the mountain like 

Cold words on the warm hearted. 

n. 

The yew trees gloom against the sombre skies, 

As in my heart are brooding mournful &ncies ; 
Armed with their glowing conscience piercing eyes, 

Night's starry host advances. 

111. 

The night is oft a messenger of death, 

O Holy Spirit ! do not, do not fly me : 
I sit alone and hold my frightened breath. 

As if a ghost passed by me 



10 "watchman! what op the night ?" 

It was no ghost. An angel answered me 

In gentle accents, moum^lly and slowly ; 
'* Thou hast had many years — I came to see 

If thou hast helped the lowly. 

V. 

I came to see if thou hast lived indeed, 

K thou hast prayed in lonely jnidnight hours, 
If thou hast helped thy fellow creatures' need, 

Or saved earth's fading flowers. 

IV. 

If thou hast worshipped right and hated wrong, 

Regardless of the world's deceiving praise, 
K thou hast sung a truth inspiring song, 

And shunned the scoffers' ways. 

VII. 

The angel paused, and from his wings of white, 

A wondrous halo fell on all around. 
His words upon my spirit shed a light 

Like sunbeams on the ground. 



"watchman! what of the night?" 11 



vni. 



I answered ; Grentle messenger of Heaven 

Forsake me not, nor vanish from me wholly, 
To do thy bidding, vainly have I striven, 

For I am very lowly. 



IX. 



The torrent of the world is rough and strong. 
No eyes with loving tendernesses glisten, 
I caimot sing a truth inspiring song 

If none on earth will listen. 



X. 



The angel answered : " Wherefore dost thou sigh ? 

The courser faints not e'er his race be run — 
The meanest blossom may not, cannot die 

Before its work be done. 



XI. 



The prayer bells in thy heart should summon stiU, 

The world all day, at noon, at eve, at dawning, 
And not like yonder church upon the hill, 

Only on Sunday morning. 



12 WATCHMAN ! WHAT OF THE NIGHT?" 

xn. 

The belfry ropes have hung a long, long time, 

But only midnight breezes make them quiver. 
Let thy heart ring, like some cathedral chime, 

For ever and for ever 

xm. 

If there be none to hearken to thy song — 

No ears to heed — ^no loving eyes to glisten — 
God's little wood-birds sing the whole day long, 

And care not who will listen. 

xrv. 

Then let the roses of thy fancy peep 

Within the love-lit cottage of thy heart ; 
And, like a consecrated treasure, keep 

The knowledge of thine art. 

XV. 

And lift thy trusting eyes unto the sky ; 

For heaven — ^not earth — shall give thy words a 
hearing; 
Speak truth undauntedly, and live and die, 

Life-loving, death unfearing. 
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XVI. 

Scorn not thy life — ^it is the gift of God ; 

Scorn not thy kind — they are his children too. 
The dark blue violet rises from the sod 

All the long winter through. 

xvn. 

It throws a smile upon each winter day — 

A fragrance o'er the frosty atmosphere. 

Thou hast had many winters ; I will stay 

With thee another year. 



14 



THE OLD MAN AND THE ROSES. 



I. 



Upon the rich-brown hanging wood 
The blessed son was shining, 

With weary brow and heart I stood, 
Lone, pensively repining. 



n. 



And as I sadly pondered there, 
All love and hope repelling, 

My guardian angel led me where 
Arose a lowly dwelling. 



m. 



A lowly cottage, dark and old. 
It seemed as I drew nigher ; 

I entered — ^though the day was cold, 
I saw no cheerful fire. 



THE OLD MAN AND THE ROSES. 15 

IV. 

But in that home of poverty 

A lame old man was musing, 
And calmly rested on his knee, 

The Bible he was using. 

4 
V. 

And saw I through the lattice hole 

The China roses peeping. 
Like dreams that steal into our souls 

When we are gently sleeping. 

VI. 

I said, " Old man, I grieve for thee ! 

I know God loves the lonely. 
And yet I could not bear to be 

With cold and sorrow only." 

vn. 

He answered, " Pleasure is more nigh 

Than anyone supposes ; 
For have I not the bright blue sky, 

And have I not the roses f " 



16 THE OLD MAN AND THE BOSES. 

vra. 

O gaily do the roses glow, * 

Like children ranning races, 

Who slily at the window show 
Their merry little faces. 

IX. 

And when I see them growing here, 
I think, with heart elated. 

That He who made them must be near, 
To love what He created," 
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JUDGE NOT 

I 
Be not too hasty, brother ; some 

We look on here with pitying eyes, 
Unknown to all the world, may be 

God's princes in disguise. 

II. 
All gifts of grace are not alike, 

Almighty God alone can teU, 
Amid the various ways of men. 

Who doth ill or well. 

ni. 
And some, like John, may rest in peace 

Upon the breast of our dear Lord ; 
And some, like Peter, rush to fight 

His battles with the sword. 

/^ ^ c 



18 JUDGE NOT. 

IV. 

Some consecrate to Him betimes 
The joy of many happy years. 

Whilst others (later called, perchance) 
Walk by His side in tears. 

V. 

On some the Holy Ghost descends, 
As on their Lord, a gentle dove — 

On others, cloven tongues of flame 
Bear witness of His love. 

VI. 

Be not too hasty : some we pass 
Without a blessing on the road. 

May be the first to welcome us 
Within the saints' abode. 



19 



SONG OF THE STRONG HEART. 



I. 



I AM not hard because I guard 
My secret hopes and fearsy 

A gloomy word is best unheard, 
I see no strength in tears. 

n. 

I sigh not less for happiness, 

I make no mock at woe, 
But have no time to sit and rhyme 

Where life's dark waters flow. 

m. 

The flying stag, from yonder crag, 
Comes down awhile to drink. 

The timid sheep its tongue may steep 
From that same torrent's brink, 
c 2 



20 SONG OF THE STRONG HEART. 

IV. 

But after — one lies in the sun, 
The Other, strong and gay, 

Looks to the skies with hopefol eyes, 
Then swiMy bounds away. 

V. 

And thus would I go bravely by. 
Bless each light as it shone, 

Each merry lay, that cheered my way. 
But still keep moving on. 

VI. 

Like mortals weak, I would not seek 
For bliss with anxious mien, 

For I was born to reap the com. 
And cannot stoop to glean. 

vn. 

Then blame me not because my lot 

Is silent and alone. 
Canst thou not see my love for thee 

Forbids a gloomy tone ? 
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vm. 

Thou call'st me hard because I guard 

My secret hopes and fears ; 
But I divine one sigh of mine 

Means more than all thy tears ! 



22 



'KNOW THYSELF." 



I. 



Llanoattoge churchyard is a peaceful place — 
A place wherein to muse on summer eve, 
With none to listen but the silent dead, 
And none to answer but the dark-green firs. 



n. 



I stood there, looking on an in£EUit's grave, 
And told the summer wind mine inmost thoughts ; 
A rose tree twined about the railings near, 
And on its branches blossomed one white rose. 



m. 



I thought not of the rose — ^I spoke aloud : 
^' Men say that life is sad ; what makes it so ? 
A weak heart only is the home of grief; 
I feel there is no sorrow for the strong. 
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TV. 

I will be strong for ever and for ever, 
I will not know the little cares of life ; 
Unheeded, they shall fall upon my soul 
Like rattling hailstones on a massive tower. 

V. 

I will be strong for ever and for ever, 

I will not murmur, though my heart be pierced ; 

Tears are the only refuge for the weak, 

I feel there is no sorrow for the strong. 

VI. 

I will be strong for ever and for ever ; 
If friendship fail me when I need it most, 
I will not dream of long- departed days, 
But harder work because I work alone. 

vn. 

I will be strong for ever and for ever i " 
And as I spoke I leant against the rose, 
And broke its stem ; it fell upon the grave 
Like a kind word upon a hardened heart* 
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vin. 

I know not what it was that softened me, 
The death of that pale flower, or else the sound 
Of the wind moaning in the battlements ; 
But this I know — ^I sat me down and wept. 

IX. 

" O foolish heart, that weepest for a rose, 

Where is thy strength t" — ^the breeze sighed as it 

passed — 
" O mocking wind, it was the only flower 
Upon that little grave, and / have killed." 



X. 

" O foolish heart, that weepest for a rose, 
How wilt thou bear the sorrow of a life ?" 
" O gentle wind, I know not ! tell me how ; 
My heart is weak, and I had thought it strong. 



» 



XI. 



" Make no unholy vows, but trust in God, 
And fly not from the discipline of tears." 
Thus spake the wind, and then it died away, 
And left me with the dead rose in my hand. 
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OLD BACHEL. 



I. 



The lane is shaded only 
By autumn's withered leaf, 

And the road is long and lonely. 
Like the lonely road of grief. 



n. 



Yes ! long and lonely is the road, 
Behold our journey's end ; 

For in that ruinous abode, 
Still lives my aged Mend. 



III. 



The ancient thatch is green with moss, 

And has been many a day. 
On the whitewashed door is nailed a cross. 

To keep all harm away. 



26 OLD BACHEL. 

IV. 

Inside 'lis damp, and dark, and lone, 
Few embers on the hearth ; 

The breezes moan in mournful tone, 
Around that home of dearth. 

V. 

Here, on old Rachel's brighter days, 

The early sun-light shone ; 
And stiQ she lives, and works, and prays. 

And still she lingers on. 

VL 

Onward, from mom to eve she goes, 

Awaiting promised rest ; 
Would I had half the faith that glows 

Within that aged breast ! 

vn. 

And when grey morning's light returns. 
She plays her humble part ; 

Would I had half the love that bums 
Within that aged heart ! 
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vni. 



The parish church is &r, they say, 
A long and weary mile ; 

Old Rachel knows a tangled way, 
O'er many a ditch and stile. 



IX. 



And when the holy chant is raised, 

She cannot take a part ; 
But I know she singeth " God be praised ! 

With the music of her heart. 



X. 



And her frail notes perchance, alone 
May join the heav'nly choir ; 

Whilst ours may be unheard, imknown, 
Though fraught with earthly fire. 



XI. 



Tis not the highest, noblest song 
Which most is loved in heaven, 

'Tis not the wise, the great, the strong, 
To whom most grace is given. 
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Old Rachel cannot read, bat when 
She hears the Holy Book, 

Joy seeks her cheerless room again, 
And warmth her chimney nook. 



xm. 



O lonely one ! thon seemest poor, 

But thou art richer &r. 
Than many a heart on pleasure's shore, 

A vain and worldly star. 



xrv. 



rd rather seek thy side again, 
Than with the world be glad ; — 

When Christ walked with the holy men, 
They journeyed and were sad. 



XV, 



Though sorrow it may seem to thee. 
The Saviour is thy guide — 

Oh may His blessing fall on me 
Whilst walking by thy side ! 
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A PORTRAIT. 

I. 

So gentle she might wander through 
A corn-field glistening in its tears, 

And scarcely shake a drop of dew 
From off its heavy golden ears. 

n. 

And in those soft Madonna eyes 
Of purest, sweetest, tenderest blue, 

A world of inner gladness lies ; 
And yet a glimpse of sorrow too. 

m. 

A voice like that of one who sings 
A half-remembered hymn alone, 

A mind that throws on earthly things, 
A holy colouring of its own. 
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rv. 

A smile that blesses from above, 
like sunset's last departing ray ; 

A fy/ce to think of and to love 
Long after it has passed away ! 
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A PRAYER. 

I. 
Fatheb ! across the distant hill, 

I see a wandering star ; 
Her light is on the mountain still — 

She has not wandered &r. 
Take back the billing star to heaven, 

The straying heart to Thee ; 
And when her light is pure and bright, 

O may it shine on me ! 

n. 
I see a weeping willow tree 

Lamenting all alone. 
The autumn breezes bear to me 

That spirit-breaking moan. 
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Give me a calm and holy strength, 
And, rising &om the ground, 

The willow tree shall lean on me, 
Bj loving accents bound! 

III. 

I see a merry little child. 

In happy meadows playing. 
Now laughing with a music wild, 

Now by the river straying : 
O Father ! let those radiant eyes 

Behold a joyous morrow, 
And may he be led on to Thee 

By love, and not by sorrow! 

IV. 

And, Father, precious names I hold 

Within this heart of mine ; 
Almost too precious to be told 

To any ear but Thine. 
The love of God and man are one, 

And well I know from Thee, 
The more I pray for them to-day. 

The more Thou lovest me I 
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V. 

Those names shall be the wings that bear 

Before Thy loving eyes, 
The watchful care, the hopeM prayer, 

That in my spirit rise. 
All deathless in my heart, I keep 

The love they gave to me ; 
And for that love, so strong, so deep. 

All glory be to Thee ! 



Aqam I wander by the atream 

■Where once I loved to etray, 
To gaflier TioktB and dream 

A litUe time away. 
life lias not lost what then H had 

Of lovely and complete, 
Tib grown, perchance, if not ao glad, 

More seriooB and more sweet 
The BtUe brook b winding dear, 

But now, alaa ! 1 see 
Not half ao many violets here, 

As once there used to be ! 



'^ 
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The &rmer's happy children played 

On yonder sunny bank ; 
I watched, as silently I stayed 

Upon the narrow plank, 
How merrily they laughed, and how 

They clambered up the hill ; 
The Tiolet bank is silent now. 

The orchard too is still. 
The little brook is winding clear, 

But now, alas ! I see 
Not half so many violets here. 

As (yrhce there used to be ! 



ni 

'Tis ever thus. As onward fly 

The swiMy passing hours, 
More stars are shining in the sky. 

But earth has fewer flowers. 
What once we dreamt of aU the night 

And thought of all the day. 
We speak of now with accents light, 

And quickly send away. 

d2 
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We greet the spring of every year 
With '< Ah, alas I I see 

Not half so many violets here, 
As once there used to be !" 
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TWILIGHT ON SUNDAY. 



I. 



We're sitting in the twUight, 
The fire is burning blue, 

The clock is ticking idly, 
And I am idle too. 



n. 



The day has passed so gently, 
We hardly heard it go ; 

But knew that night was coming. 
By sunset's frosty glow. 



ni. 



My good old friend is sleeping 
Within her easy chair ; 

This is no time for thinking 
Of worldly toil and care. 
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rv. 

The children sit beside us, 
And earnest converse keep, 

Of Ruth amid the cornfields, 
Of David with his sheep* 

V. 

My gentle Annie muses, 
With her eyes upon the Are, 

She's thinking of the sermon, 
The anthem, or the choir. 

VI. 

And It what am I making 
This thoughtful twilight time? 

A holy resolution. 

And then — ^an idle rhyme. 

vn 

This precious calm half hour 
Of Sunday afternoon, 

Dear moments of refreshment, 
Why go away so soon ? 
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vm. 



O do not fly so quickly, 
The world is fall of pain ; 

And we on Monday morning 
Must set to work again. 

IX. 

Or if ye mtist go from us, 

Another boon I seek ; 
O leave your spirit with us, 

To help us through the week ! 



40 



ROCKFIELD. 

I. 

Though sliarp and cold the frosty air, 

The stars are still more bright 
Than I have seen them shining there 

On many a summer night ; 
And on mine ear the happy bells 

Are chiming, sweet and clear. 
The first of all those deep farewells 

To the departing year, 
llius may my heart in mourning days, 

Though keen the frosty air, 
Grow louder in its notes of praise, 

And brighter in its prayer. 
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n. 



The holly branches overhead 

Look gladly ap to heaven ; 
I watch the berries growing red, 

or soon will they be given 
To shine when Christmas morning dawns 

In holy decoration — 
An emblem of the crown of thorns. 

And pledge of onr salvation. 
Thus may we, though affliction frown, 

Gro on and never &lter, 
But lay our thorny sorrows down 

Before the Saviour's altar ! 



in. 

I passed the school-house garden, where 

Three friends I used to meet. 
Who planted it with lilies fair, 

And roses bright and sweet. 
There were no flowers in happy glow, 

No friends to meet to-day ; 
For those have &ded long ago, 

And these have gene away : 



And yet they are not wry fer — 
Lord 1 they cannot he, 

BecaoBe of that El«rnal Star, 
That guides UB all to Thee! 



Blees all trae hearta who work for Thee 

With datiiiil affection ; 
Bless all fiunt hearts who come to. Thee 

For mercy and protection ; 
Bleoa all who consecrate to Thee 

Their love, their joy, their gladness ; 
Bless all who offer up to Thee 

Their days of grief and sadness; 
Bless all who gather souls to Thee 

By deed or exhortation j 
Bless all true hearts who look for Thee, - 

And wait for Thy salvation. 
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GOLD. 



I. 



This gold that I clasp in my hand 

Wad given me yesterday ; 
listen and understand, 

The lesson it seems to say. 

n. 

It was dug from the gloomy ground 

A piece of tmshapely ore ; 
But soon in the furnace found, 

It belonged to the earth no more. 

m. 

It ran in a fiery river, 

And was stamped with an image fair, 
And sent to the world for ever, 

To help the afflicted there. 
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rv. 



If hoarded or wrongly spent, 

"Us the shame of our earthly king ; 
But blessing the world's extent 

Becometh a sacred thing. 



V. 



We were dug from the depths of sin, 
We were covered with earthly dtain, 

We must carry our hearts within 
The fomace of prayer and pain. 



VI. 



They are feeling the fiery glow, 
They run in a golden river, 

The sign of the Cross they know ; 
The sign of Our King for ever ! 



vn. 



If burning with love to all. 
The heart is a sacred thing. 

If deaf to one human call, 

'Tis the shame of our Heavenly King. 
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vin. 



Then forth to the world, my brothers, 
There is work amid young and old, 

And your love for the souls of others, 
Win be dearer to them than gold ! 
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HrMN FOR THE EPIPHANY. 

I. 

In eastern skies the stars arise 

And o'er the desert shine ; 
Across the sand a little band 

Groes forth to Palestine. 

n. 

They look not to Orion's belt, 

Or Dian's shining car, 
For long theur earnest eyes have dwelt 

Upon a cross-like star. 

m. 

A little star that none may know, 
Save those who love its light ; 

To fidthM eyes its holy glow 
Is lovelier ev'ry night. 
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IV. 

With myrrh and frankincense and gold 

They seek a crownless king. 
And more than all their wealth untold, 

A perfect fiedth they bring. 

V. 

O may our spirits follow far 

Those earnest men of old, 
And bring to that Immortal star 

A love like precious gold. 

VI. 

Heart-incense rising far and wide, 

Our lowly king shall greet, 
The myrrh is sorrow sanctified. 

How bitter, yethpw sweet! 

vn» 

The star is high within the sky. 

It calls us far away, 
And till it shine in Palestine 

We travel night and day. 
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CONFESSION. 

I. 
O Saviour ! could I walk 

With Thee the whole day long, 
Then would my sad confession be 
A bright triumphal song. 
But each succeeding day 
I further &11 away. 

n. 

The dove of peace comes down 

And settles on my mind ; 
But then again it flies away 
And leaves me far behind. 
My sorrow is more great 
For all niy joy of late. 
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in. 

My spirit fears the past, 
It was so All! of sin ; 
The present seems no longer bright, 
When I have looked within. 
Of ally I do repent, 
Yet am I not content. 

IV. 

The future too I dread, 

Yet not for otitward sorrow, 

I sigh to-day lest I should do 

Some wicked thing to-morrow. 

And every future year 

Will add unto my fear. 

V. 

What can I do ? O send 
Thy spirit, Lord, to me ; 
I cannot stir a single step 
In safety without Thee ; 

O, now Thy grace impart, 
Give me a faithful heart ! 



£ 
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SUNSET. 

I 
Go down eternal globe of fire, 

Gro down beneath the golden bay, 
And with thee take each vain desire, 

Each restless movement of to-daji 

II. 

'Tis done, the dark and stormy reign — 
The battle of the sea and sky — 

The foaming chargers of the main 

Have tossed their heads and galloped by. 

ni. 

I hear the moan of dying gales. 

The ocean rolling evermore, 
1 see the dim and ghostly sails — 

The glimmering lights upon the shore. 
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IV. 



A stormy halo round the moon, 
O'er all a deep mysterious gloom, 

A strange sad beauty, bringing soon, 
Unbidden mem'ries of the tomb, 



V. 



Thoughts of the dying and the dead, 
The suffering, and the far away — 

But pain and longing, doubt and dread 
Have vanifidied with the sun's last ray. 



Yl. 

Think! labour! study and aspire ! 

Each fev'rish morning cries to me ; 
My soul is like a ship on fire. 

Careering on a raging sea. 

VII. 

But now 'tis calm. The shadows fall 
Deeper and deeper in the bay, 

I feel the hand that lightens all 
The burdens of the night and day. 

e2 
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vm. 



The starry wanderers smile and shine : 
I feel but cannot understand 

The influence of those eyes divine, 
That guide us to the Promised Land. 



IX. 



Moan on ! thou sympathizing sea, 
In answer to a moaning world ; 

Pale Death's black banner soon will be 
For ever and for ever furled. 



X. 



Almost in heaven my spirit seems, 
And yet I feel I am not there ; 

These thoughts are only blessed dreams 
To cheer a coming day of care. 



XI. 



pay, noon and night are one to Thee, 
Almighty Father, Lord of all ; 

The gates of pearl, the brazen sea. 
The city with the jasper wall. 




SUBSET. 53 



xn« 



Are ever bright with Thine own light, 
Are ever joyous with Thy love ; 

Eternal years, gigantic spheres 
Are atoms to the souls above. 



xin. 



Enlarge, enlighten, purify 
And fill my heart so full of Thee 

That, like this evening, I may die 
A bright sun in the golden sea I 



L. 



THE SUMMER CLOUD. 



The summer cloud ia sailing still, 
Borne over on the soathem air ; 

But when it touches yon cold hill, 
'Twill gently lall in ndn-drops there. 



Thug can ray heart fly faet and free, 

When tar from earthly hopes and fears,' 

But when O worldl it touches thee. 
It leaves me nought but pitying tears. 

ni. 
Ami rain is useless to the mount 

Tlmt stands bo coldly bleak and bare, 
And teais are but a bitter fount 

To heU a sorrowing world's despiur. 
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IV. 

Then, Father, keep the Summer Cloud 
Still sailing in the deep blue akj, 

And be my longing heart allowed, 
In thought to follow it on high ! 
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LITANY FOR THE HOURS. 

I. 

Another hour has passed away, 
One is striking, let us pray ; 
God is one, eternal, high. 
Sovereign of the earth and sky. 
God of love, and Lord of light. 
May we "worship Thee aright ! 

II. 

Another hour has passed away, 
Two is tolling : let us pray ; 
Two the ways to mankind given, 
One of earth, and one of heaven. 
One is broad, the other straight, 
Lead us through the narrow gate ! 
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m. 

Another hour has passed away, 
Three is tolling : let us pray ; 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Worshipped by the heavenly host. 
Teach us how to honour Thee, 
Ever blessed Trinity I 

IV. 

Another hour has passed away, 
Four is tolling : let us pray ; 
Four the Gospels writ, to show 
How the Saviour came below. 
May His sacred blood and tears 
Wash away our sin and fears ! 

V. 

Another hour has passed away. 
Five is tolling : let us pray ; 
Five the loaves that Jesus gave. 
Suffering multitudes to save. 
Be our spirits by Him fed 
With the true, the living bread ! 



LTTAMr FOB THE HODB3. 



Another honrhas pseaed away, 
Six is tolling ; let as pray ; 
Six the water-pots of stone, 
Stosd with water filled alone. 
Thoa who turned it into wine. 
Change our hearts to love divine ! 



Another hour has passed awaj, 
Seven is tolling : let ua pray ; 
Seven the deacons, sent to feed 
Christian brethren in tlieir need. 
Give na open heart and hand, 
For the poor in all the land I 



Another hour has passed away, 
Eight is tolling : let ns pray ; 
Eight beatitudes were spoken, 
lifift us for a bleased token. 
Saviour, smiling firom above. 
Make us understand Thy love I 
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IX. 

Another hour has passed away : 
jVme IB tolling : let us pray : 
Nine ungrateful lepers healed^ 
Turned away from God revealed. 
By Thy living grace renewed, 
Keep us from ingratitude I 

X. 

Another hour has passed away : 

Ten 18 tolling : let us pray : 

God hath sent commandments ten, 

To be kept by sinful men : 

Guard us by Thy wondrous power, 

Or we break them every hour I 

XI. 

Another hour has passed away : 
Eleven is tolling : let us pray : 
The labourers watched eleven hours, 
Ere the Lord called forth their powers : 
Grant us patience — let us be 
Immoveable till called by Thee ! 
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Another lionr has passed away ; 
Ttvehe ia tolling : let ns pray : 
Twelve men did tte SaTiour choose, 
To announce Hia blessed news : 
May we spread it tar and fast, 
"HO all nations hear at lastl 



Lord 1 be with us, guard our way. 
Through the night and through the day ; 
That each hour may bring ub near 
To Thy holy faith and Fear ; 

And eternity may find 
Willing heart and ready mind I 
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HEAVENLY ASPIRATIONS. 

u 
Anotheb hymn to Thee I raise, 

Almighty Lord of all, 
The smallest offering I can bring 

Will not unheeded fall. 
From mom to eve, from eve to morn, 

Thy mercies speak to me. 
And I from mom to silent night 

Would speak and think of Thee ! 

n. 
I hear the cock crow in the dawn, 

It says, " Beware, to-day 
I come to warn thy careless soul. 

The strongest fall away !" 
And then I think of Peter's fall^ 

And Peter's pardon too, 
And bless the look that called 'him back. 

So loving ind so tme I 



BEAYEHLY ABFIKATIOIIB. 

ni. 
I see the white flocks resting where 

The soft, cool ehadowB sleep ; 
Thou art my shepherd and my guide, 

O lead me to thy sheep I 
I walk amid the waving com — 

The corn of golden hue — 
O sow the good seed in my heart. 

And let it ripen too ! 



I watch the birds careering where 

Frail man has no control, 
And bless Thee for Thy priceless gift— 

The freedom of the soul I 
For thus would I beyond the sky 

A winged minstrel be, 
And singing, soar, and soaring sin^. 

Till I arise to Thee I 



I plung« into the dark green wood. 
Ami think of sorrow's ways ; 

The sunlight shows the distant hills 
Jdst peeping through the haze. 
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I know Thou art my spirit's light, 

And can be darkened never ; 
And I feel that I could watch with Thee 

For ever and for ever 

VI. 

The maiden fills her pitcher there, 

From yonder limpid well, 
And, singing, mounts the mossy steps 

That lead into the delL 
O living fountain! I will bring 

My whole heart unto Thee, 
And Thou wilt fill it with Thy love. 

So glorious and free ! 

VII. 

Llangattock's bells are sounding clear, 

I hear their holy voice ; 
It saddens me, for they can grieve 

As often as rejoice ; 
But oh ! for that most happy time. 

When God's own angel choir 
Will count our voices midst its own. 

And give us angel fire ! 



HEAVKNLT ASPmhTtONS. 



I hear tlie gentle talk of friends 

Aroimd the board at e'en, 
I pray God that our words he good, 

Our spirits pure and clean. 
That though the doors be shut, the Lord 

May haply enter in 
(As once he did to holy men), 

And find no grievons sin I 



I lay me down to rest and pray 
That He will watch me there ; 

keep me fi^)m the sleep of sin — 
It is my fondest prayer ; 

Angel of light! whom men call death. 
How long am 1 to roam ? 

1 watch for Thee, I WMt for thee, 

come and call me home 
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THE FOOL'S PRAYER. 

I. 

In the woods of Britanny, at Folgbet, 

A poor fool lived alone ; 
He swung in the bright green trees all day, 

And did nought but sing and moan. 
He lived upon roots in the bright green wood, 

The dwellings of man he fled ; 
But came to the town in the winter time 
To beg for a loaf of bread. 

" Ave Maria ! " was all he said, — 
" Ave ! O give the poor fool bread ;" 
He steeped his crust in the crystal spring, 
And ever and ever again did sing, 
" Ave ! O give the poor fool bread ! " 

F 
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The poor fool died, and his corse -waa ta'en 

To be buried in ho)y ground ; 
But the prieet looked stem, and he said, "This man 

Has never in chnrch been found ; 
He has heard no tidings of hell or heaven, 

He could not even pray ; 
No grave confessor bis soul has shriven, 
Gol carry his corse away ! " 

For " Ave Maris ! " was all he said, — 
" Ave ! give the poor fool bread ! " 
He steeped his crust in the ciystal spring ; 
He knew no prayer, and did nought but sing 
" Ave Maria 1 ^ve the poor fool bread ! " 



They buried him far from the church's nails, 

But a beautiful lily grew 
In its loveliness forth from the poor fool's grave, 

And shone ia the morning dew. 
In letters of shining gold men saw, 

Engraved on its pure white bell. 
The words that the poor fool sang so oft. 

The worda they remembered well : — 
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" Ave Maria !" was written there — 
" Ave Maria !" the poor fool's prayer. 
O Heaven ! thou'rt fiix more kind than we, 
The words of the meanest are heard by Thee, 
And even a poor fool's prayer ! 
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FRIENDSHIP. 



Tbdst not the eager voice and eye, 
Trnst not the quick and ready smile, 

The aiinny chann will BwiiUy fly 
That held thee for a litUe while. 



Tmst not the loud, the quick, the strong, 
The end of all their strength and skill, 

May be to aing a merry Bong, 
To curb a steed, or climb a hill. 



Trust those whose road of life has been 
A cburcbyard path 'mid many tombs, 

And yet within whose hearts serene, 
The Rose of Peace for ever blooms. 
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IV. 

Trust those who feel the passing hour 
To be a bark that bears them o'er, 

With mighty storm-defying power, 
To yonder happy golden shore ! 
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MONODY. 

TO THE MEMOBT OF MBS. J. Y. 

I. 

Speak not to me of brighter akies, 
Of bliss that never diteSf 
My heart must mourn awhile 
Though hills and valleys smile. 
How can they smile? Alas ! they cannot tell 
That she is gone away who loved them all 
80 well ! 

n. 

Deserted Home of hallowed recollections, 

Cold, desolate, forsaken : 
Once foil of dear affections, 

Your sweetest light is taken : 
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The forge across the river 
Sounds busily as ever ; 
No breath is softer now 
Since that pale lovely flower, 
Fell off its parent bough 
In one ill-&ted hour ! 

m. 

And where art Thou, O saintly Onet 
The journey of thy life is done ; 
But still I long to see 
The light that used to be 
Within thy tender eyes: 
A light of holier skies, 
A light that seemed to say, 
"Love me, my friends, to-day. 
For soon I go away ! " 

IV. 

I hear strange voices in the silent hall, 
I see strange shadows passing on the wall 
As I am standing here^ 
And longing thou wert near 
And gazing on thy chair. 
And &ncying thou art there ! 



They care not, they who epeat of thee so lightly, 
And wander througli the empty rooms, laughing 

and amiling brightly 1 

From yonder chapel window 

A pale and solemn &ce, 
Looks down npon me sadly 
With calm and pitying grace. 
Where thou so oft hast prayed, hast thou not left 

one prayer ? 
let it rise to Heaven and plead my pardon 
tliere! 

The sun's departing ray 

Fades in the twilight grey, 
The flowers are fiill of tears, they weep G>r thee : 

And I mast go away ; 
The moon will soon arise. 
She is too cold, too cold to sympathize 

With all my dreams of thee! 



l< 



I cannot, muy not, will not, weep for thee, 
The world is fiili of sorrow, 

But I will ever, ever keep for thee 

A place nought else shall borrow. 
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Within the chancel of my heart 

Thy memory shall live apart, 
And though at times my spirit will be crost 
By thoughts of all that I have lost, 

I cannot, will not, weep for thee, 

For thou, belov'd, art free ! 



i 



Deal gently with the flower, 

It u a fra^e thing ; 

Tear not the lovely blossom, 

It only has one sprmg. 

Fair dnts and preciouB odours in it lie, 

O softly touch, if you must pry. 

It cannot si^, 

But it may die, 

And winter winds will coldly pass it by. 

n. 
Deal gently with the heart, 

It ia a gentle thing ; 
Br&ak not ita loving ffutb. 

It only has one spring. 
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Fair tints and precious odours in it lie, 
Disturb them not, if you must pry. 

It may not sigh, 

But it can die, 
And winter winds will coldly pass it by. 
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TO ONE WHO LONGS FOR REST. 

" In due season we shall reap if we fiiint not."^ 

I. 

O wouldst thou seek for rest 

Before thy work is done ? 
And wouldst thou wear the starry crown 

Before the fight is won ? 

n. 

Take heed lest Christ should say 

In thrilling tones to thee 
" Could ye not watch a little hour 

A single hour with me ?" 

in. 

Weigh all thy care with His — 
Thy sufferings with His loss ; 

Thou canst not bear Gethsemane, 
How wouldst thou bear the cross ? 
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ThoQ mayet be called to bear 

Hia burden up the hill, 
Be not, as Simon was " compelled," 

But bear it with goodwilL 



He dies ag^n with thee 

And all who suffer here, 
And thou shalt reign in joj with Him 

In yon immortal sphere. 



But look not np and down 
To watch the shadows grow, 

The evening will be long enough, 
Wouldst thou but think it so. 



Thy work will soon be done. 
The Bun is in the west ; 

A tittle time for grief and care— 
Eternity for reat. 



{ 
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. vm. 

Think of the holy men, 

Cleopas and his friend, 
The Saviour joined them unawares, 

When near their journey's end. 

IX. 

They walked and spoke of Him 
With many a heavy sigh, 

Perhaps if they had not been sad, 
He would not have drawn nigh. 

X. 

Then let us speak of Him 
And He will join us here, 

His love will make the journey short, 
His mercy banish fear. 

XI. 

For U8 the angels wait. 

For U8 the holy pray, 
O who for such a blessed eve. 

Would grudge a weary day ! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF J. C. S., 

WHO DBPARTED THIS LIFE WHILST CNDEB OBDEKS 
TO JOIN HIS KEGIMENT IN THE CRIMEA. 

I. 

Farewell ! the drum is calling 
Thy friends to a foreign strand ; 

They must leave thee fitr behind them — 
Thou art called to a better land ! 

n. 
Not to the field of honour, 

Not to the dark-blue sea, 
Not to a distant country. 

Were the angels sent for thee ! 

in. 
In the midst of youth they took thee, 

When thy soul was bright and fair. 
When thy heart was free from sorrow, 

And thy spirit free from care ! 
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IV. 

Rocky and steep the pathway, 
That leads where thou art laid ; 

But smooth thy road to heaven, 
By angel hands was made ! 

V. 

When he, the hoary pastor, 
Prayed over thee that day, 

A linnet sang above thee, 
As linnets sing in May. 

VI. 

Was it the guardian spirit 

Of the tombs that welcomed thee 

To endless peace ? I know not, 
But thus it seemed to me. 

vn. 

They have laid thee near the river, 
Where thou didst often stray, 

With angling-rod and basket, 
On many a summer-day ! 
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vin. 

The clouds sail o'er Coedangre, 

They rest on Garway Hill ; 
The little church is lonely, 

The woods are dark and still ! 

IX. 

The snowdrop sOon will blossom, 

The spring will come again ; 
But thou wilt never wander 

O'er earthly hill and plain! 

X. 

Thou'rt safe in God's own country, 

Where gladness reigns for ever, 
'Mid fields of light and glory, 

Beside the crystal river ! 



G 
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HYMN TO THE FATTHFUL DEPARTED. 

" O ye Spirits and Souls of the Bighteous, bless ye the Lord, 
praise him and magnify him for ever." 

I. 

Souls of the aged ! Best from care, 

Your happy home is gained at last— 
Rest in the realm of glory where 

The spirits of the just have passed. 
Slowly you lost them one by one, 

All you have loved are " gone before ;" 
Now that your work on earth is done, 

Fear not a single parting more ! 

II. 

Souls of the youthfiil ! Rest in peace ! 

Safe in the land of light and truth — 
Safe where the sunbeams never cease, 

The summer of eternal youth. 
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No more you dread dacrk sorrow's day. 
Nor tremble at the world's alarms, 

Christ met you on life's weary way 
And took the young lambs in His arms. 

in» 

Souls of the mourners ! Best in light I 

Sweet flowers were watered by your tears, 
The Hope that kept your spirits bright. 

The Faith that cheered your lonely years. 
No more with bitter self control 

Ye watch the fading, changing eye : 
Love with intensity of soul. 

Nor fear that those you love may die ! 

rv. 

Souls of the Righteous! Rest in Christ, 

Ye who have worked and watched below, 
Ye who have toiled with love unpriced, 

Joy in the bliss ye longed to know. 
Long have ye wept and mourned for sin. 

Earth could not give you light or rest ; 
Now do your tenfold joys begin. 

The dear Communion of the blest! 

g2 
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V. 

And je who still on earth abide, 

Walking the way of foith sublime, 
Keep closely to your Saviour's side, 

Look onward to the end of time. 
When all who hail their heavenly birth, 

All who have* watched in stead&st love, 
Shall leave the suffering Church on earth. 

To join the glorious Church above. 
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RETEOSPECTION. 



The birds are beginning to sing once more, 

And white is the hawthorn tree ; 
The hills in the distance are gilded o'er 

With the flood of a golden sea, 
That is pouring down from the glittering skies, 

And the vapoury clouds above ; 
The children have christened it * Paradise,' 

And look on its light with love. 

n* 

The primrose is budding — ^the violets peep, 

For they know that the gloom is past, 
The spring has awoke from her long, long sleep, 
^And looks up with a smile at last ; 
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She gave me some flowers last year, and see 

I have carried them here to-daj, 
To show her, and ask her why she gave them me 

When she knew they would fiside away ! 

in. 

'^ Ungrateful ! " she says, '^ those flowers are dead, 

But others are just as sweet ; 
Wilt thou look at the heavens above thy head, 

Or the gravestones beneath thy feet f 
Wilt thou gaze on the shades of the dark'ning past, 

When the future is bright before thee? 
Wilt thou think on the snow* and the icy blast, 

When the zephyrs are blowing o'er thee ? " 

IV. 

Spring ! I have never despised thy lay, 

I rejoice when I hear it nigh ; 
But I cannot be glad in my heart to-day, 

And now I will tell thee why : 
The'light of the morning is bright and fiur, 

And clear is the sporkUng noon ; 
But my spirit hath tasted the cup of care, 

And I cannot forget so soon ! 
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V. 

I cannot forget that I said last year, 

I would never depart once more, 
From the light that Our Father had sent to cheer 

Our road to the heavenly shore ; 
I cannot forget that I did depart, 

And cairied my sms afer ; 
I cannot forget what an aching heart 

I found, when I lost that star ! . 

VI. 

I cannot forget my languid prayers, 

My sorrowful thoughts and fears ; 
My indolent hours and foolish cares, 

My powerless iighs and tears ; 
I cannot forget how little is dolie 

Of all that I meant to do ; 
I cannot forget I am watched by One 

Most holy, most just, and true ! 
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"LABORARE EST OBARE." 

(Mofdsish Motto,) 

I, 

Care and toil to us belong, 
Hope is great and love is strong, 
Christian warriors ! hear my song : 

^^Laborare est Orare/** 

Happy youth I' thy rousing horn 
Gaily greets the blushing dawn, 
Industry beloi^gs to mom : 

" Laborare est Orare ! '* 

m. 

Faithftil h^art and busy hand, 
LabouT} fortify, withstand : 
Faith and energy are grand : 

" Laborare est Orare ! ** 
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TV* 

Poor man ! look beyond the sky, 
Days of earth pass quickly by, 
Hope and Patience never die : 

" Ldborare eat Orare ! " 

V. 

Rich man ! labour for another, 
Cheer the sad and lonely brother, 
Watch and guard the widowed mother : 

" Laborare est Orare ! " 

VI. 

Aged warrior ! never pine ! 
Strength of soul ia strength divine, 
Boldly work each brave design : 

" Laborare est Orare ! " 

vn. 

Though the sky be overcast, 
Though the joy of youth is past. 
Work ! for rest will come at last : 

" Ldborare est Orare I " 
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Tin. 

Wanton idler in the land, 
Bead and hear, and understand ; 
Shame upon thy listless hand ! 

" Lahorare est Orare / " 

IX. 

Humble fiBumer) learned don, 
Plant and govern, read and con, 
*• Work is worship ! ' hasten on ! 

" Laborare est Orare ! '* 



Work is worship ! ' 'tis begun ! 
Brightly, brightly shines the sun ; 
When it sinks our work is done : 

" Laborare est Orare I " 
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THE PILGRIM OP THE CROSS. 

I. 

Thou art weary, fellow pOgrim, aad thine eyes are 

dull with care ; 
Is thy daQy cross too heavy for thy feebleness to 

bear? 
Thou art weary, fellow pilgrim, and thy step is sad 

and slow, 
I cannot sing along the road, whilst thou art full 

of woe. 

n. 

Look straight upon the sunshine, turn thy back 

upon the cloud. 
Heed not the ceaseless murmuring of yonder busy 

crowd. 
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Two Strangers in a distant land, two vessels &r at 

sea, 
Well speak of that dear haven, where our spirits 

long to be. 

m. 

Art thinking of the friends, who once were walking 

at thy side? 
The sharers of thy inmost thoughts, thy comfort 

and thy pride ; 
Who cheered thee in the wilderness, and led thee 

up the hill ; 
Weep not, thou lonely way&rer, their hearts are 

with thee still. 

IV. 

They are with thee, pilgrim of the cross, and doubly 

they are thine, 
They are with thee in the spirit, but their love is 

more divine ; 
Nought but their earthHness is dead, and not the 

inward ray. 
And when their love is perfected, how ccai it pass 

away ! 
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V. 

Art thinking of thine onward road, with heart- 
depressing fears ? 

The gate of heaven is far beyond the shadowy vale 
of tears ; 

But the flash of Gk>d's own love breaks forth, to 
lighten up the scene, 

And gilds with joy and happiness the path that 
lies between. 

VI. 

There is falsehood in the city, there is sorrow on 

the plain, 
There is darkness in the wilderness, and danger on 

the main; 
The world is loud and frivolous, but Christian, ihcm 

can'st find 
A temple in thy glowing heart, a heaven in thy 

mind! 

vn. 

Be deathless in thy friendship, and eternal in thy 

love, 
But let them never draw thy soul from fellowship 

above ; 
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Be watchAil and be guarded^ in thy brightest, 

holiefit hours, 
For grace is sometimes choked bj thorns, but oftener 

still by flowers ! 

vni, 

Hope on in loving trust and fidth, by promise made 

secure, 
Hope on through Him, who counted it most glorious 

to endure ; 
Then may'st thou tell thine angel, when he whispers 

holy things, 
'^ I have thine own great heart of love, and soon 

shall have thy wings !" 
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EVENING THOUGHTS. 

I. 

Dbab gentle hours of holy even, 

I will not think of care, 
For earth is sending up to heaven 
The music of its prayer. 

As one by one each ray 
Of sunlight fades away, 
I look within my heart and find 
A pensive twilight there.. 

n. 

The murmur of a ftlling river 
(Earth's loving cradle song), 

The prattle of a child who never 
Hath heard of vice or wrong, 
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Are sweet — ^but sweeter far 
Those wordless moments are- 
Those echoed silences that most 
To eventide belong. 

in. 

Within the temple of the sky 
The vesper lamps are lit ; 
All earth is praying, and shall I 
Alone and voiceless sitf 
The universal prayer 
Perfiimes the hallowed air ; 
But in mine inmost heart and soul 
My lonely prayer is writ. 

rv. 

I do not ask a golden length 

Of loved and happy years ; 
I do not ask the iron strength 
That scometh hopes and fears ; 
I do not ask for wings 
To fly from mournful things ; 
I do not wish to turn away 
From sorrow or from tears. 
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V. 

The Past hath been so gay and bright, 

So very bright to me ; 
The Present hath a lovely light, 
So beautiful and free ; 

The Future . . . Shall I pray? 
Impatient spirit — ^Nay* 
Father ! I will not ask for aught 
But perfect Mth in Thee ! 

VI. 

I fear not. For the tears of grief 
Have strange mysterious power : 
I have not seen the rose-tree's leaf, 
Yet I believe the flower. 

And what we deem the best 
Is often most unblest — 
They love not happy spring who blame 
Its cold but hardy shower. 

vn. 

The crocuses are springing up 

In colours bright and clear, 
Each beareth in its golden cup 

The traces of a tear. 

H 
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For when we are most glad 
Earth's loveliest are sad, 
Because they know the resting-place 
Of gladness is not here. 

Yin. 

O happy ever-tmsting iSowers, 

Ye have no wish or will ; 
In stormy as in sunny hours, 
Contented, peaceful, still. 
Father of mercy, shed 
Such blessings on my head, 
And evermore with holy peace 
My restless spirit fill. 
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DEEDS, NOT WORDS. 

I. 

Wabriob, with thy lance in rest, 

And thine eagle eye, 
Honour shining in thy breast 

Clear as yonder sky, 
Let thine eye, thy hand be ready, 
Let thy heart, thine aim be steady. 
Silent as his gallant steed 
On the past or future deed ; 
He who would win a glorious fight^ 

Or do a deed sublime. 
Must study well to read aright 

The ancient Norman rhym< 
" Un chevaUer^ iCen doutez pas, 
Doit fkvr haut et parler baa r 

h2 
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Patriot ! if a love sincere 

Warm thy gallant breast, 
K thy country's £ajne be dear, 

Listen and be blest ! 
Look neither to the left or right, 
On, on in wisdom's silent might ! 
One bravely-spoken word of sense 
Is worth a flood of eloquence ; 
He who would strive with honour bright 

To serve his native clime. 
Must study well to read aright 

•The ancient Norman rhyme — 
" Uri chevalier^ rCen doutez pas, 
Doitfervr haut et parler bos /"" 

III. 
Preacher ! with thine earnest fece, 

Still more earnest tone ; 
Looks of pity, words of grace, 

Work not wbII alone. 
Let thy sentences be few. 
Let thy heart be good and true ; 
K apostle thou would'st be. 
Go thou first ! we'll follow thee. 
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Knight of the Cross ! if thou would'st light 

The world with rays suhlime ; 
First study well to read aright 

The ancient Norman rhyme — 
" Un chevalier, rCen dovUz pas, 
Doitfhir haut etparler has r 

TV. 

Poet ! sing thy joy aloud, 

Like the merry lark ; 
Piercing every gloomy cloud. 

Lighting what is dark. 
Let thine inward sorrows lie 
Hidden from all human eye ; 
Let thine inward struggles he 
Veiled in holy mystery. 
He who would sing a nohle song, 

Must live a life suhlime ; 
Knight of the lyre, study long 

The ancient Norman rhyme — 
" Un chevalier, vCea doutezpas, 
Duitffrir haut et parler bos /" 

• * 

V, 

Ye whose gentle hearts inherit 
Glorious thoughts unheard. 
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Gifted with the poef s spirit, 

Not the poet's word — 
Never say an ardent mind 
Cannot meet expression find : 
Words are great, but greater still 
Is the spirit and the wilL 
Write grandly on the human heart 

With burning love sublime. 
And to the boasting world impart 
The ancient Norman rhyme — 
<' Un cJievalier, n'en dotUezpas^ 
Doitfirir haut etparkr baa /" 
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OLD NELLY. 

I, 

I MET her coming through the wood, 

As resting 'neath a solemn fir, 
A moment by the stile she stood. 

And I stood still to look at her. 

n. 

With calm and venerable grace, 

She stayed — ^methinks I see her now : 

Old Time had gently stroked her face, 
And left his blessing on her brow. 

m. 

And in her shining auburn hair 

Was scattered many a silver thread ; 

Each marked, perchance, some bygone care. 
Some bitter grief, some hope long dead. 
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IV. 

And firom her hazel eyes Berene, 
A soft and holj light was shed : 

How beantifbl yon mnst have been 
When yon were yonng and gay," I said. 



I looked upon her £ace the while. 
No token of surprise Was there : 

She answered, with a quiet smile, 
" O yes, God's work was very feir ! 



» 
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THE SOUL'S JOURNEY. 

I. 

Thou hast called me from Egypt, the land of the 
stranger, 
Thou hast rolled back the ws^es of a desolate 
sea. 
Thou hast guided my soul through a long night of 
danger, 
The Pharaoh of pride has been conquered by 
Thee! 

u. 

I came to the desert ; the waters of sorrow 

Were bitter at first ; but I sought for Thy tree, 

And soon from the Cross such a taste did they 
borrow. 
No fountain was ever so welcome to me. 
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Thou hast led me to Elim, when dovncast and 
weary; 
The wells and the pakn-treee were dear to me 

But oh ! be the wildemeBS ever so dreary, 
With Thee for my Saviour, I cannot despair. 



Lead on, blessed Ught ! for thy beanty b o'er me ; 

guide me through Jordan to glory and rest ! 
The blue hills of Sion are rising before me, 

The land Thou hast promised 1 — the Land of the 
Blest! 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

I. 

Within my soul thou canst not look, 
And half my thoughts I have not said ; 

My heart, like many an ancient book, 
Must be unclasped before 'tis read. 

The Sim is fading o'er the dark blue hill, 

My thoughts go with it now, I feel so calm and still. 

Gt)od night! good night! 

II. 

We had a very happy day. 

The children laughed amid the hay 

As we did long ago, — 

How long will it be so ? 
Hush I since G^d's mercy can for ever last, 
Why should the future be less happy than the past ? 

Gt)od night! good night ! 



108 GOOD NIGHT. 

ni. 

* 

The vesper star is rising high 

Where cloudless vapours are ; 
How bright and pure should be the sky 
That holds a perfect star ! 
Has the dear light yet dawned within thy breast ? 
If not, go search for truth before thou seekest rest ! 

Good night ! good night ! 

IV. 

Yon rose, though near her death, 

Gives forth her sweetest breath ; 

Whilst we send nought to Heaven 

But prayers to be forgiven. 
Good night ! Good night ! and say one prayer for me. 
As fervently as I have always prayed for thee I 

Good night ! good night ! 



THE END. 
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